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and the Golden Horn lay covered deep in fog. As I
looked the morning breeze sprang up out of the Black
Sea and swept away the surface of the fog, and one by
one the minarets and tops of innumerable mosques
came up into the sun, glittering like silver islands in the
sea of mist.
I began work, without delay, at the Embassy as
Assistant Military Attach6, and my life became full of
! politics. I found the Ottoman Empire utterly smashed,
iher vast territories stripped into pieces, and her con-
quered populations blinded and bewildered by their
sudden release. The Turks were worn out, dead-tired,
and without bitterness awaited their fate. Any terms
of peace could have been imposed without resistance.
Throughout the Near and Middle East there was stability
and peace, for the British had stretched out their hands
and there were garrisons holding all the vast territories
that lie between Batum and Trans-Caucasia, North
Persia, Basra and Jerusalem. Only in the East of
Anatolia there were rumblings of revolt where the
ninth and unbeaten Turkish Caucasian Army was
reluctant to disarm, and where there was the menace
of Russian interference. For a minute the British
tasted the immense prestige of force and world power.
The Allied prestige was enormous. It overshadowed
the East. The eclipse of Russia and the destruction
of the Ottoman Empire had cleared the ground, but left
vast problems for decision. Countries had been torn
from their old allegiances and ripped into pieces. The
debris of the old order waited to be constructed into a
new system.